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CKNTHNKIAZi BELLS.
BT BEJTLAKIX r. TAYLOR.

Ye beifry'd bUckamftha la the air.
Smite roar aweet anrila good and atronjg !

Ye lions in your loftj Ulr.
Roar oot from tower to town, alon

The wrinkled coaata and acalloped aeaa.
Till Winter meeta the orange breexe
From bridal landa that alw-ar- wear
Tb e orange bloaaotna round their bain

Centennial Bella, ring on 1

Poor out, je eoblata. far and near,
Yoor jcrand, xoelodiona iron flood.

Till pine and palm thill think they bear
The axes unit the atatelj wood,

"Sot dream the meaaored cadence meant
Tbe clock-tic- of lUe contloentl
The foot-ba- of a world that oeara
The fleld-da- of a hundred year :

Centennial Bella, ring on I

Ye bloaaoma of the farnaee firea,
Ye Iron tallpa, rock and awing

The People's Primal Age expiree,
A hundred reara the relcnio; King.

Strike on, y nammera orerhead.
Ye rnaty tonrnea, line off the red.
King op tbe Concord Mlnnte lien,
BJnj eat eld Putnam's wolf again :

Centennial Bella, ring on !

TVhe re prairie bold their flowerj breath,
like statnea in tbe marble ledge

"Where mountains eet their glittering teeth
Through wide bortxon'e ragged edge.

And bold tbe world with granite grip,
Aa lead? aa a marble lip.
And here, and there, ana ererywhere,
With rhythmic thunder atrikee tbe air.

Centennial Bella, ring on 1

Hlng down tbe carta! n on
And giTe tbe Pant the right of way.
Till field of battle, red with nut.
Shine through the aabea and the doat,
AcroM the Ace, and burn aa plain
Aa glowing 1lbt tbroagb window pane.
How grandly loom, like grenadier.
Three heroes with their hundred jearal

Centennial Bells, ring en 1

BJng for tbe blae-eje- d errand boy.
That quarered op the belfry stair,

"They've algned it ! Signed It I" and the Joy
'Rolled forth as rolls the Delaware.

The old man started frm a dream,
His white hair blew a ailrer stream,
Abore bis bead, tbe bll unswnng.
Dumb as a morning-glor- hung!
Tbe time bad come awaited long.
Hi wrinkled hand grew young and strong.
He grasped the rope, as men that drown.
Clutch at the life-lin- drifting down,
Tbe Iron dome as wildly flung.
As if Alaska's winds bad rung.

Strange that tbe founder never knew.
When from tbe molten glow be drew
That bell, be bid within hla rim
An anthem and a birth-di- hymn

So rashly rung, so madly toaaed.
Its old melodious Tola me lost.
Its thrilled horizon rent and cleft.
Of aweet Titration all bereft;
And yet to bear that tocsin break

Tbe alienee ef a hundred years.
Its rode, discordant manners shake

And rally oat the soul in cheers.
Would set me longing to be rid
Of sweeter toIcm, and to bid

Centennial Bella be dumb!

Although no mighty MnacoTite,
No iron welkin rudely hurled.

That bell of Liberty and BJght
Was heard around the lUbel world !

Land of the green and golden robe t

A three-boar- Journey for the San,
Two oceans kiss thee round tbe globe.

Up the steep world thy rivers run.
Prom geologic Ice to June t
A hundred years from night to noon !

In blossoms still, like Aaron's rod!
Tbe clocks are on the stroke of one.

One land, one tongue, one Flag, one God!
Centeonlal Belts, ring on

JTgbrt tj.
WIDOW SIMPSON'S SPOONS.

Tbe parish of Bathgate, in Linlithgowshire,
ought to bo reckoned among the classic .pots of
Scotland, inasmuch as it formed part of the dow-

ry which Robert Bruce bestowed on hU eldest
daughter, Margery, wheu she married Walter,
the High Steward of Scotland, and thus became
the progenitrix of the royal and uulncky house
of, Stuart. Lying midway between Edinburgh
and Glasgow, those rival queens of the cast and
west, but out of the common track of travel, it
has been for ages a pastoral parish, of small and
rather backward farms. Of late years, coal has
been found there ; and steam and trade, which
bid fair to leave tbe world no rustic corner, are
rapidly turning it into a mining district ; which
nobody thought of about the time of the general
peace, when Datbgate lived on iU own oats aud
usrley.wore its own hodden gray, and bad two
subject of interest the corn market and, kirk
session.

'Among its peaceable and industrious popula-
tion there was one dame, who, though neither
the wealthiest nor the best born, stood, iu her
own esteem, above all but the laird and the miu-iste- r:

aud her style and title was the Widow
Simpson. This lady valued herself not on the
farm left her by the good man who had depart-
ed this life some seven years before tbe

of our story for its acres were few,
and they consisted nf half reclaimed moorland;
not on her son Bobin, although ho was counted
a likely and sensible lad ; not on her thnfiy
housekeeping, though it was known to be nil
the.tighttcrew principle; but on the pu.ees.siuu
of a dozen silver Her account ot

them was that they belonged tojbo Ypucg Chev-

alier, and had been bestowed upon her grand-

father in return for entertaining that claimant
of the British throne, on bis march from Cullo-de- n,

in proof of which she was wont to point
out a half obliterated crest.and the initials C. S.,

with which they were marked. The widow

neighbors, however, had a different Ul. regard-
ing their coming into the family. It was
eSct that her grandfather, who kept a small

inn in Fife bad bought them from

an laird, for three gallons of Highland
whiskey, and bad bestowed them on his .grand-

daughter, as tho oue of Ins family most likely to
hoW fast to such an important acquisition.

In the family resided, in the capacity of help,
oue Nancy Campbell, a girl of about nineteen,
who wa.su-p.cte- d of having taken a fancy to

the sentiment, hot hHobln, who reciprocated
inc. however, would softeu the heart of the wid-

ow as regards a match, until at last the fo.low-in- e

event occurred, and caused her to give way:
About the havmakingtime, a distant aud

rich relation, was expected to call and
take tea one evening, on his way from Linlltu-iro-

It was not often that this rich relative
honored herbonse with a visit, and Mrs. Simp-o- n

determining that nothing should be want-

ing to his entertainment, bronght out the treas-

ured spoons early In the forenoou, with many in-

junctions to Nancy, tonching the care she should
tike to brighten them up. W bile this operation

being conducted in the kitchen, in thewas
midst of one of those uncertain days, which

the Northern June, a certain darkening ofvary
the .kv announced the approach of a heavy rain.
The ha'y waa dry, and ready for honsing. Rob-

in biny gathering II in butand two men were
the began to fall while considers-W- e

portion yet regained in the field and with
the Instinct of crop preservation, forth rushed
the widow, followed by Nancy, leaving the

half scoured on the kitchen table. In.poons
lipid exit, the girl had forgotteu to latch the

The weasel and the kite were the only
depredators known about the moorland farm;

but while they alt occnpie.1 the hay-fiel- who

should come that way but Geordy Wilson, the

"Well toe kitchen door was open, and Geordy

etepped iu. He banged the settle with his staff,

he coughed, he hemmed, he saluted the cat,

which t purring on the window .eat, and at
length discovered that there was nobody with-

in. Neithermearnor penny was i to be expected,
that day l the raiil,wa. growing heavier, mor
thehaymuat be wet, and Mrs. Simpson would

retunfin bad humor. Bat two object, power-

fully arrested Geordy's attention; oue waa the
brothpot boiling "on the fire, and the .ilver
.poomT scattered on the table. Bending over
the former, Geordy took a snsiderab.e sally
gave the ingredient, a tir with the pot-rtie-

and mattered, very thin. HU proceeding In re-

gard to the latter mnit remain nnBenUoned ;

j but half an hour after, when be was safelr en- -
aconceu in a larm bouse a mile off, and tbe family
were driven within doors by the increasing
storm, they found everything as it had been left

the broth on the fire, the cat on the window
seat, the whiting aud the flanuel ou the table,
but not a spoon was there.

"Wbar1 the spoons t" cried Mrs. Simpson to
the entire family, who stood by the fire, drying
their wet garments. Nobody could tell. Nancy
had left them on the table, when she ran to tbe
hay. No one had been in the house, they were
certain, for nothing hail been disturbed. The
drawer was pulled out, and the empty stock
was exhibited. Every shelf, every comer was
searched, but to no purpose; tbe spoons had dis-
appeared, aud the state of tbe farm house may
be imagined. The widow ran through it like
one distracted, questioning, searching aud scold-
ing. Robin, Nancy and the farm men were dis-
patched in different directions, as' soon a. tbe
rain abated, to advertise the neighbors, under
tbe supposition that some .trolling beggar or
gipsy might have carried off the treasure, aud
wonld attempt to dispose of it iu the parish.

Nobody had thongbt of Geordy Wilson; he
had not been spied from tbe hay-fiel- bis cir-
cuits were wide; his visits to any house were
not frequent; and if he eschewed Widow Simp-
son', from the day of ber luss, it was believed
Geordy knew that neither her temper nor liber-
ality wonld be improved by that circumstance.
Lost spoons they beyond donbt, and the
widow bade fair to lose ber senses. Tbe rich re-
lation came at tho appointed time, and had such
a tea, that he vowed uevrrtu trust himself agaiu
in tbe bouse of his entertainer. But tbe search
went on ; rabbits' holes were looked into for the
missing silver, and active loys were bribed to
turn out magpies' nests. Wells and barns in
the neighborhood were explored. The criers of
the three nearest parishes were employed to
proclaim tbe loss. It was regularly advertised
at kirk gate aud marketplace, and Mrs. Simpson
began to talk of getting a search warrant fur
the beggar's mealpouch. Bathgate was alarm-
ed through all its borders concerning the spoons;
but when almost a month went, and nothing
could be beard of tbcm, tha widow's suspicions
.turned .from beggars, bams and magpies, to
light on poor Nancy. She had been scouring
the spoous, and left tbe bouse last; silver cnnld
not leavo the table without hands. It was true
that Nancy bad always borne an unblemished
character, but such spoons were not to be met
w ith every day, and Sirs. Simpson determined to
have them back in her stocking.

After sundry bints of increasing breath to
Robin, who could not help thinking that his
mother was losing her judgment, she oue day
made her charge, to the utter amazement anil
dismay of the poor girl, whose anxiety iu tho
search hail beeiiinfennronlyto her own. Thongh
poor, and nn orphan, Nancy had some honest
pride; she immediately turned nut tbe whole
contents of her kist, (box), unstrung her pocket
in Mrs. Simpson's presence, aud ran with tears
in her eye. to tell tbe minister.

A. was then common in the country parishes
of Scotland, difficulties and disputes which
might have employed the writers and puzzled
the magistrates, were dreferred to his arbitra-
tion, and thus Ian suits or scandal prevented.

The minister had heard, as who in Bathgate
had not, of Mrs. Simpson's loss. Like the rest
of the parish, he thought it rather strange, but
Naucy Campbell was one of the most serious and
exemplary girls in his congregation he could
not believe that tho charge preferred against her
was trne, yet the peculiarities of the cite need-
ed somoluvestigatiou.

With some difficulty, tbe minister persuaded
Nancy to return to her mistress, bearing a mes-
sage to tbe effect that he aud two of his elders,
who happened to reside in tbe neighborhood,
would come over tbe following evening, and
hear what would bo said on both sides, it possi-
ble, clear up the mystery. The widow waa well
pleased at the minister and his elders coming to
inquire after her spoous. She put on her best
much that is to say, cap prepared her best
speeches, and enlisted some of the most relig-
ions of her neighbors, to assist iu tbe investiga-
tion.

Early iu tho eveniug of the following day
when the Summer sun was wearing luw, and
tho field work wns over they were all assem-
bled in tbe clean-scoure- d kitched, tbe minister,
elders and neighbors, soberly listening to Mrs.
Simpson's testimony touching her lost silver,
Nancy, Robin aud the farm men sitting by, till
their turns came; when the door, which had
been left half op.n, to admit the breeze for the
evening was snltry was quietly pushed aside,
aud iu slid Geordy Wilson, with his usual ac-

companiments, of staff and wallet.
"There's nae room for you here, Geordy," said

the widow; "we're on weighty business."
"Well, mem," aaid Geordy Wilson, turning to

depart, "if. of nae conseqneuce. I only came
to speak about your spoons."

"Ilaeye heard of them!" cried Mrs. Simpson,
ponucing from her seat.

"I conld na mis. hearin', blessed wi' the pre-cio-

gift o hearin', aud what's better, I saw
them," said Geordy.

"Saw tbem, Geordy t Whar are thev t Here
is a whole shilliu' for ye;" and Mrs. Simpson's
purse, or rather an old glove used for that pur-
pose, was instantly produced.

"Well," said Geordy, "I stepped in, oue day,
and seeiu' the silver nngarded, I thonght some

body might covet it, and laid it by, I
may say, among the leaves of that Biblo, think-i- n'

you would be sure to aee tho spoons when
you went to read."

lJefore Geordy had finished his revelation,
Nancy Campbell had brought down the proudly
displayed but never opened Bible; and inter-
spersed between, lay the dozen of long sought
spoons.

The minister of Bathgate could scarcely com-
mand his gravity, while admonishing Geordy on
the trouble and vexation his trick hail cansed.
The neighbors laughed outright, when the daft
man, pocketing the widow's shilling, which he
had clutched iu the early part of his discourse,
assured them all, that he kenned Mrs. Simpson
read her Bible so often, the spoons would be sure
to tnrn np. Geordy got many a basiu of broth,
and many a luncheon of bread and cheese, on
account of tho transaction, with which he amus-
ed all the firesides of the parish. Mrs. Simpson
wns struck dumb, even from scolding.

The discovery put an end to her ostentations
professions, and, it may bo hoped, turned her
attention more to practice. By way of making
amend for her unjust irapcUtions on Nancy
Campbell, she consented to receive herns a
danghter-i- n law, within the same year; and it
is said there was peace, ever after, Iu the farm-

house; but the good people of Bathgate, when
discussing a character of more pretense than
performance, still refer to Widow Simpson'
spoons.

Second Only to Lincoln. Mr. Beechcr, iu
his Thanksgiving sermon, thus referred to Presi-

dent Grant.
"I come now to rrgard tbe party in wuose ,

hands the government has been for fi teen years. I

I hear men y finding fault with those in '
power, but was there ever an administration I

that bad such difficulties to settle! By
and by, when it is all past, then the lives of i

these men who have assisted in the reformation J

of tbe land will stand higher than the men whu
formed the constitution, ami notfarfront a nartjr
trill be Hat mam irao iril ii nnrd put a tnd to
HertMlion; and vlo lai beta for tlgt ytart at

'the ktad of a adiMinhtratiom ia prate and tilrnee.
lie will ttand itcond onlg to Lincoln."

Jest So. The following item from the New
York ITcrW reflects tbe sentiments of the whole
country upon the war question:

"Dar'e gwine to be wah," remarked a colored
catiren'and "an all ye niggahs moot jes. well
git ready for active busiiiesa." "Which side
shall we take!" asked one of hi. hearer. "You I

niggahs can take jea' wat side yer please; I'ae
gwine to take de Canada side!'

As an evideuce that the times are ou the mend, j

it should be noted that watches owned by Wash-- i

ington during the revolution, and that sold a
vear airo for two hundred dolara a Diece. can now
be had for a dollar each, with a discount to the
trade.

"A cast-ibo- n grandmother" is not a terra of re-
proach, bat only a n.w machine for darning
stocking..

cgyiWA Hm isnirsnT"""
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GOOD-BY- OLD TEAS.
Cost bye. Old Tear, rood-by- e ;

Ton'vs been a good t Id fnead.
And vet the sweetest love most die

Tbe dnreet friendship end. Old Y ir
The dearest friendship end.

ttood bye. Old Year, jood-bye- ;
Yoor sunshine and yonr showers ;

Yonr sin les, your tears, are all cone by,
Tbeytl never more be onrs. Old Year

They'll never more be onrs.

Good-by- Old Year, good bye;
One lest look on yonr face

JM! the parting Tnonr Is nigh:
. The New Year dawns space. Old Year

The Xew Year dawna apace.

Good bye. Old Tear, good-bye- :

Well never meet again :
I clasp joar band, I breathe a alzh.

But memories still remain. Old Year
Yonr memorylt aUli remain.

JOEL BSPPS.
Tbe other day, while we were sauntering down

Cbeatnut Street, who should tap uso n the shoul-
der but our jolly friend, Joe, whom we had
known but a mouth! We were detained for a
moment by tbe large crowd of wondering peo-
ple watching the beautiful mechanical figures of
Cleopatra and her family in tbe abow window of
tbe European Museum, aud we stood chatting
near the door.

The figures were moving, and the waiting
maid was presumedly filling a beaker with nec-
tar to tender to her beautiful mistress, wbeu
suddenly there came a voice from the maid's
lips.

"What shall it be, my lady t" were the words.
"Take rum, ma," the child at her feet appear-

ed to sav, and the maid repeated it:
"Rum!''
"Let it be so," Cleopatra apparently said in re-

ply, adding, pettishly, "what are all those peo-
ple staring at f .

Wonder perched high on each brow, and the
figures are so natural, and moved with inch
grace, many there were who thought tbe occu-
pants of tbe window v.ere living beings, especi-
ally one old man from tbe coautry, who was
fumbling in his pocket for money to buy a tick-
et.

Seeing the old farmer was inclined to believe
in her, Cleopatra observed:

"It is a fine dav. Sir Farmer."
"Eh, madauie!" pulling off his bat, and bob-

bing his head.
"I observed that it was a beautiful day."
" 'Mazingly fine day,"-- again bowing. "May I

ask why you sit iu that air winder all the time,
staringat folksf My ol"ooman beresay.yon've
been sitting there two weeks, and she knows it."

"Jt is trne," Cleopatra said: "those cruel men
inside keep me here because I am a queen of
beauty, aim attract passer, by."

"Oh, ho! Its that ol' wickedness at the hole
there, selliug tickets f"

"That is my keeper, alasf'
"I'll brain bim !" the old farmer cried, gallant-

ly, rolling up his sleeves. "My ol' 'ooiuan here is
a 'ooman, and I can't see a nuther 'ooman iu dis-
tress. I'll brain ol' wickedness !"

The old chap was in desperate earnest, and
Cleopatra bade him stay.

"lo nothing of tbe sort, my good man," she
pleaded. "You'll get yourself into "trouble."

"Can't I reskie j e, lady f"No I am to be a prisoner for evermore."
"Oh, ho! That's sad! sad! sad! Come, ol'

'ooman, we'll go in aud seo the mummies and
things ; but I'll try and find a way to reskie ye,
lady, as my uarae iu Joel Hopps."

"Thank you ! thank yon!"' said Cleopatra, with
that sweet smile that is ever on her face, "I
shall remember your kindness, forever."

Whilo the old farmer was treating tbe door-
keeper to some trne rural English, because "no
ladies were admitted," the crowd gaped and
stared iu wonderment. Jolly Joe laughed slight-
ly, and I asked him what he supposed had got
iuto these wax figures, aa it was really not their
custom to engage in conversation.

"There U some trick about it," ho aaid ; "but
come, let's while away an hour with the old far-
mer inside. He has settled matters with bis
wife, who is to stay with tho "beautiful lady,'
aud has passed in."

And we passed in.
"Joel Hopps, why do you come here !" were

the first words be heard, in a deep voice, from a
mummy.

Jew-pete- r !" cried tbe farmer,
thoroughly bewildered, "are yon chaps all alive,
and just playing off!"

"We are all alive! all alive!" said the mummy,
in a sad tone. "I have beeii alive eighteen hun-
dred years."

"Dew tell 1 yon can tell a fellow all about the
flood, then I"

"I could tell you, sir, bow the world looked
when it was fresh aud young, and tbe flood had
still left it green. I lived before tbe Roman Em- -

Jii re had begun, and when it ended. Queer tales
would tell, but I am sworn to secrecy. But

leave me ; go aud release those poor fellow, who
are being tortnred by the fiends of the Spanish
Inquisition! Release them! release them!"

1 began to get a little startled; and wondered
what imp of mischief bad got into this museum,
aud I positively shrank away, when a shriek
rang out right behind me, seemingly from tbo
lips of a young girl ou tbe torture bench.

"O, help! help! help!" she cried, in tones that
went to the very soul. "Help me, Joel Hopps!''

Hopps pulled off his coat and dashed in among
the figures, singled out tbe girl, and tore her
away from the torture bench, when the shrieks
began to riug out from all the waxen figures,
those iu tbe leg screws, those on the rack, and
those iu tbe torture spider.

"Help! help! O, help! help."
Tbe keepers were thoroughly startled, and for

a moment, conld not speak. But when they saw
Joel plunge away with the figures, and jerk
them around, they laid hands on him, aud held
him fast.
. "Away, ye Infernal Inquisitors!"' he cried,
thrashing aronnd. "D'ye think Joel Hopps is
going to see those poor critteni in distress T

Away!"
Aud he kicked a weak, pale young man across

tbe room into the stomach of the tattooed man,
threw another on ton of the dviiif zoii!tv ami
jerked the victims of the inquisition all around
the room, anil Dually tell back exuansted, knock-
ing the figure of Napoleon tbe III. against Prince
Bismarck, who tumbled into the lap of tbe tig.
ure of Cora Pearl.

The shrieking ceased, and Joel Hopps, puffiug
and Mowing, wiped his face with a large red
rag.

"Yon fellars aiu't nothing beside me," he said,
'when I'm fighting for a woman or my kentry.

My beauty! poor girl, do yon feel better V
She shrieked dismally.
The proprietor came iu theu, in a dreadful

rage.
"I'll teaeh you to keep people in tbe screw, in

this free country," Joel said.
"You great grasshopper !" cried the proprie-

tor, "those are wax figures, and you have de-
stroyed a thonsand dollars' worth of my proper- -

.'"We are not wax figures," came from Bis-
marck, who appeared a little uncomfortable Iv- -
iug iu tbe lap of Cora Pearl. "I'm Prince Bis-- I

marck!"
And I'm Napoleon, fallen from my throne!"

said tbe figure of Napoleou. .

"Aud I'm Venus, and Joel Hopp. is a Prince,"
said another figure. '

I lie proprietor stood iu dismay, looking upon
his rained property.

"Joel Honp.!" cried a voice, seemine to come
from Cleopatra in tbe window, "yonr wife want.
yi.ii. Come here."

We made it convenient to follow the fanner
out, and'while be was asking Cleopatra how ba
could rescue her, and telling her bow he had
pulled all those people out nf the screw, Joe I

and I passed down street.
The moment we turned into Seventh Street,

woe eaju, whu a, peculiar smile,
"I'm the boa. ventriloquist!"
I saw it all, and wosdered who would pay for

the mined wax work..

It was Mr. Cboate who once referred to Charles
Francis Adams a. "the son of the last of tho

TBSNTON,
Or Footstep in the Snow.

A Tradition of Christmas .Slight, 177B.

nr gf.obgc uppard.

It was a dark and dreary night, one hundred
years ago, when in an aucieut farm-bona- that
rises along yonder shore, an old man and hi.
children bad gathered aruund their Christmas
hearth.

It was a lovely picture.
That old man sitting there ou tbe broad hearth,

In the full glow of tbe flame bis dame, a fine
old matron, by his side hi. children, a band of

d maiden. some with .lender farm,
just trembling ou the verge of girlhood other,
warmiur aud dusbiur Into the Kamnur mum of
womanhood! Aud tbe warm glow of tbe fire
was upon tbe white lock, of tbe old man, and
on the mild face of his wife, and theyoung bloom
of those fair daughters.

Had you, that dark night for it was dark and
cold while the December sky gloomed above,
aud tbe sleet swept over the hills of the Dela-
ware drawn near the farm-hous- e window, and
looked iu upon that Christmas hearth, aud drank
iu the full beauty of that scene yon wonld cou-fe-

with me that though this world has many
beautiful scene. much of the strangely beauti-
ful in Ketry yet there, by that hearth, center-c- d

aud brightened and burned that poetry which
is tbe most like heaven and the poetry of borne!

You have all hean I the story of the convict
who b I cod on the gallows, imbrued in crime;
steeped to the lips iu blood stood there mock-in- g

the preacher', prajer, mocking even the
hangman! When suddenly, aa be stood with
the rope about his neck, his head snnk, a single,
burning, scalding tear rolled down bis cheek.

"I was thinking," said be, in a broken voice,
"I was thinking of tbe Christmas fire."

Yes, in that moment, wbeu tbe preacher failed
to warn, when even the hangman conld not awe

a thought came over the convict's heart, of
that time when a father aud his children, in a
far laud, gathered around their Christmas fire.

That thought melted his iron soul.
"I care not for your ropes and gibbets," said

he. "But now, in the far laud there, over the
waters my father, my brother, my sisters, are
ittiug around the Christmas fire! They are

waiting for met Aud I am here, upon tbe scaf-
fold!"

Is there not a deep poetry iu the scene that
could touch a murderer's heart, and melt it into
tears.

And as the old man, bis wife, his daughters,
cluster around their tire, tell me, why does that
old man's bead droop slowly down, bis eye. fill,
hi. hands tremble f

Ah, there is one absent from tbe Christmas
hearth!

He i. tbinkincof the absent one hi. manlv.
brave boy, who has gone from the farm-hous- e a
year.

But hark ! Even as the thought come, over
him, the silence of the fire-sid- e is broken by a
faint cry a faint moan heard over the wastes
of snow from afar.

The old man grasps a lantern, and with that
young girl by hi. side, goes out upon the dark
night.

Look there as following tbe sound of that
moan they go softly over tbe frozen path ; how
the lantern flashes over their forms over a few
white paces of frozen snow while beyond all i.
darkness.

Still that moan, bo low, so faint, so deep-tone-

quivers on tbe air.
Something arrest, tho old man', eye ; there, in

tbe suow they bend down, he and his daughter:
they gaze npou that sight:

( it a human footttep printed in the mow, painted
in blood.

"My child," w bispered the old man, tremulous-
ly, "now pray to Heaven for Washington ! For
by this footstep, stamped in blood, I judge that
his army h passing near the place!"

Still that moan quivers nn the air!
Then tbe old man and that young girl, follow-

ing those footsteps stained in blood one two-t-hree

four look how the red tokens crimson
tbe white snow! following those bloody foot- -

Iirints, they go on until they reach the rock,
over the river shore.

There tho lantern flashes over the form of u
IiAlf.naked man, crunching down in tbe suow,
freezing aud bleed iug to death.

The old man looked upon tbe form, clad in
ragged uniform of tbe Continental army; the
stiffened fingers grasped the battle musket.

It was hi. only son.
He called to bim tbe young girl knelt you

may be sure there were tears iu hereyes chafed
her brother', hands nb, they were stifl and cold !

And when .he conld not warm them, gathered
tbem to ber yonng bosom, and wiped her tear,
upon hi. dying face.

"Look there, father!" he said, iu his husky
voice.

Aud, bending down over tbe rock, the old man
looked far over the river.

There, under tbe dark sky, a fleet of boats were
tossing amid the piles of floating ice. A fleet of
boats bearing men aud arms, and extending in
irregnlar lines from shore to shore.

And the last boat of the fleet, that boat jnst
leaving the western shore nf tbe Delaware: tha
old man saw that, too, and saw, even throngh
the darkness, yon tall form, half mnffled iu a
warrior's ilnak, with a gray horse by hi. side.

Was not that a strange sight to see at dead of
uight, on a dark river, nnder a dark sky f

Tbe old man turned to his djing sou, to ask
the meaning of ibis mystery.

"Father," gasped the brave boy, tottering to
his feet. "Father, give me my musket; help me
on; help me down to tbe river; for

ht "
As that word was on his lips, he fell! He fell,

and lay there stiff and cold. Still on his lips
there hung mime faintly spoken words.

The old man, that fair girl, bent down; they
listened to those words

"To-iii- .' Washington, the British,
TRENTON!"

And with that word gasping on bis lips,
"TRENTON!" be died.

The old niau did not know themeauingoftb.it
word until the next morning. Then there was
the sound of musketry to the south ; then, boom-
ing along the Delaware, came the roar of battle.

Then that old man, with his wifeand children,
gathered aronnd tbe body of that dad boy, knew
tbe meaning of that single word tbat hail trem- -

lili.fl nn Iiik lin
Knew that George Washington had hurst like I

a thnnder-bol- t npou the Hritisn ramp at l Teu-

ton.
Ab! tbat was a merry Christmas party which

thn British officers kept in the town of Treuton,
oue liuuilreu year, ago although it i. true, tnat
to that party there came an nninvited guest, one
Mr. Washington, his half-cla-d army, and certain
bold Jerxeymen.

Wonld that I might linger here upon tbe holy
ground of Trenton.

ror it is noiy gronna. ror it was uere, in ine ,

darkest hour of the Revolution, that George
Washington made one stout aud gallant blow in ,
the name of the Declaration, which fifty-si- x Iiold i

men had proclaimed in tbe old State House ot
Philadelphia, six months before.

If that State House 1. tbe Mecca of Freedom,
to which tbe pilgrim, of .11 dimes mar come to
worship, then is the battle-groun- d of Trenton
tbe twin Mecca the Jerusalem of Freedom to
which tbe children of liberty from every land
may come look upon the fooj.tep.of the mighty j

dead bring Ibeirofferings shed tht'lT tears. '
December 26. 177H! ,

It was a dark night, but tbe first gleam of
morning shone over the form of George Wash- -'

ington, as he stood beside the Hessian leader,
TUbl, who lay in yonder room, wrestling with
death yes, Washington stood there, and placed )

tbe enp of water to hi lips, and .poke a prayer
for hi parting soul. I

It was a dark night, but tbe first gleam ofj
looroiDg sooiie uirr j"- - uaracoing aiwin
the wintry river, over the frozen .now, when a
father, a wife, a baud of children, clattered
around the cold form of a dead soldier.

He was clad in rags, bnt then was a grim
smile on bis white lips bis frozen hand still
cleuched.wilh an iron grasp tha broken rifle.

Hi. face, so cold, so pale, waa wet with hi.
sister' tesra; bat his soul had gone to yonder
Heaven, thereto join tha Martyrs of Trenton and
of Bunker Hill.

SfalcUistMiHFSocietv'
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NEW YEAR'S ZVE.
The dear Old Tear ia drifting

Into the ailent past;
The Xew Year we have longed for;

la coming now at last.
And we look aadly backward,

And sigh with vain regret;
Vf do ZH.t know what blessings

May wait to crown ns yet.

We know not yet what sorrow
The infant year may bring ;

Xor do we know what gladness
It bears upon it wing.

Oh ! why, then, ahoold the ahadow
Of erif that moy come.

Darken the cloudless present.
Or eaat upon it gloom I

The ilrar OU Year ia Heetlog,
And what brtngeta the New I

Oh t loved friends or the Old Year,
Oh ! faithful one, and trne I

Will Old Teax'a happy mem'riea.
That cling to na

Yantah like fitful shadows,
At tbe first dawn or light I

Tbe bopea that we have cheriahed,
Tbe joys that we hav known,

Tbe frenda who ahared onr pleaanres.
The lore that waa our own

Tbtir memory shall linger.
It cannot pjaa awar ;

Only new hope, new pleaanres.
Shall rise up day by day.

The good OU Year la dying
What care we t Let him die t

Tor with him will nut perish
Ausht that la worth a sigh.

Tbe Xew Tear only nieanelh
New time for labor given ;

We're gained aouther mile atone
Upon the road to ilearea.

And yet we fain would linger.
To look back o'er the put :

Oh ! bappv daja of childhood.
Ton bright, too fair to laat!

The Xew Year tbat ia coming
What will it bring inatead

Of pleasures tbat have faded.
Of hopes and Joya long dead I

Oh. list ! the belle are ringing
To welcome Xew Year In;

But the Old Year is dying.
As Xew Tear doth begin ;

Tbe sound of tbat gay chiming.
Uakea na both hope and fear;

With mingled Joy and sorrow.
We hail the glad New Year.

TUB PBEftlDBXCY.

Asplratlaa that were Blasted la the TJwil
Tkimi JdTrrHria tbe Bale afa Defemlee)
Candidate The Triple Oleaster ef Charles
C. Pinekarr-Clrenaaslaa- ers Atleaaiaa the
aaieeaaaniare ar Joekeea, irawfers, liar.Wrbatrr.i Case, Douglas, Frrmaat, Ncnard,
ama Greeley

Special Correapondence of the Cincinnati Gazette.
New York, Nov. 17.

Tbe suspense connected with the present elec-
tion is greater iu point of duration than any felt
in this country since the Burr aud Jefferson can-
vass. Even iu former times, when the election
was held for three days, and when no telegraph
was in use, the result was soon known by the
heavy and decisive majorities in the controlling
States. The defeated candidates in our recent
canvas, have bad a week to heal their disap-
pointment, but it will, in some cases, require a
much longer time to give a complete cure. E.
D. Morgan, however, has so much private busi-
ness ou hand, that his election would have caus-
ed him a personal sacrilice. Personally speak-
ing, defeat to such a man is gain. It is the pub-
lic tbat meets a loss. Morgan and Tildeu are
tbe two richest politicians this city ever con-
tained, and their immense wealth has been the
product of tbeir own bands. Hamilton Fish is
the next richest politician. Hi. wealth, howev-
er, is chiefly inherited from tbe Stuyvesant es-

tate, of which he. was an important heir. Mr.
Fish has a flue residence not far from Tihlen's
establishment at Gramuiercy Park. The latter
is a neat little inclosiire, and derives its name
from a very peculiar incident. Many year, ago
there was a tract of wild laud iu tbe suburbs of
the city which was so shaped by tbe natural
boundaries of swamp and hush tbat it was call-
ed "Kroomassie," or shoe knife. This word is
now changed to Grammercy Park, tbe abode of
wealth and fashiou.

PF.FF.ATKI CANDIDATES.

The first defeated candidate fur the Presiden-
cy vvu Thomas Jefferson, who in 1797 had big
ballots against John Adams, 71. This was as
slender a maj ority a. can In fonnd in our history
down to tbe present day. Jefferson's disap-
pointment, however, was fully compensated for
by his election four years afterward. A peculiar
feature in this canvass is the fact that it brought
a President and Vice President into offlce who
nern iu direct antagonism, the one being a Fed-
eralist, while tbe other was Democratic. This
division was very embarrassing to the Execu-
tive ! Tbe next defeated candidate was Aaron
Burr, who, iu 1S01, really expected election, but
after thirty-si- x ballotings the tie between him
and Jefferson was broken, and the latter obtain-
ed a majority of two. Burr became

but before bis office hail expired be killed
Hamilton, and that blasted hi. prospects, both
social and political. Four years afterward Jeff-
erson was almost unanimously, the
Federalists having carried but two Slates, whose
votes went for Charles C. Pinckney. Wilb so
small a chance for success, the latter could hard-
ly be call-- a disappointed caudidate.

1809.

Charles C. Pinckdey was again put on the
course by the Federalists, bnt James Madison
was the successful man, having 132 votes to
Piuckuey's 47. This made the third time Pinck-
ney had apiieared on the Presidential course.
and his name soon dropped out of tbe political
world. DeWitt Cliutou was tbe next disap-
pointed caudidate. Like Aaron Burr and Sam-
uel J. Tilden. he was from this city, and he dis
tinguished himself in lfi!3 by obtaining a vote of
ev against rja tor Mauison. inia.uow. tnaiine
unpopularity of the war w ith England strength-
ened tbe opposition. The return of peace finish-
ed up what there was of the Federalist, and
Monroe, at bis first election, in 1817, had 183 out
of 221. Fonr years afterward be received 231
out of 232. On both of these occasions Dsniel
D. Tompkins was chosen It is
said that be bail an eye to the Presidency, but
he died soon after tbe close of hi. offlce. It i. a
carious coincidence that Monroe and Tompkins
(President and both died and
were buried in this city, and what renders it
more uotice.-ild- e is the fact tbat tbey are tbe on-

ly officers of thi. rank tbat died here. Tbe re-

mains of Monroe were removed to Richmond a
few years ago. lint the grave of Tompkin. may
be .een in St. Mark's Churchyard. He and A.T.
Stewartarelhe only persons of note buried there,
in addition to old Peter Stay vesant.

CRAWFORD AND CLAT.

The election of John Quincy Adam, was ac-

complished in the House of Representatives.
The disappointed candidates were Andrew Jack-
son, William II. Crawford, and Henry Clay.
Jackson became Adams' successor, while Craw-
ford soon sank into obscurity, bnt CIsy was re-

served to protraetid disappointment. It wss
his first appearance as a Presidential candidate,
bnt be bad previously been five times elected
Sneaker of the House of Representatives, snd
served tbe nsual two-ye- term. Crawford is
now seldom mentioned, bat he then had 41 votes
for President, being four more than Clay. He
had long been a man of note, having served a.
Foreign Minister and Secretary of tbe Treasury.
He was also a Presidential candidate at tbe time
of Monroe's second election, and wonld no doubt
have beeu successful in 18JS had not a coalition
been formed against him. Anotberdiuppointed
rsndidste was John C. Calhoun, who was for
right years but his ambition
never made any higher attainment.

clay's ili. tccr.
Henry Clay's resplendent genius was set off

by remarkable ill success in tbe operation, of
his Presidential ambition. He was six times
elected Speaker of Congress, and waa also a For-
eign Minister, besides holding tbe office of Secre-
tary of State nnder Qniney Adams, bat when
his grasp was directed to the chief oSea in the
Nation's gift, it was a failure. In 1935 he bad 37
votes. In 1KJ2, when he ran against Jackson,
be bsd 49. If be had been nominated in 1840 be
wonld have been easily elected, bnt Harrison
was placed on tbe coarse, ranch to tbe annoy-
ance of lioth CIsy and" his friends. In 1844, a
prodigious effort was mads to elect him. bnt
failed. There la so doubt tbat tk next csivass !

,

would hare given hihi the offlce, but General
Taylor waa nominated, and that ended tbe hopes. . .r ..l i.h. .;i.ui iuo uuauccvsaiM "ui uriiiiaui statesman.

WEBSTER.

He was a Presidential caudidate in 183a, and re-
ceived the vote of Massachusetts. After this
New England continually maintained bis claim.
to tuat nigli omce, ami nis ambition was contin-
ually flattered by the hope of success. A stren-
uous effort was made at tbe last Whig National
Convention (1852) to secure hi. nomination, but
it failed. General Scot t was placed on the coarse,
and Webster was terribly disappointed. Had be
lived a month longer he would Lave seen tbe de-
feat of Scott and the utter ruin of tbe Whig par-
ty, but he died before election. Webster and
Clay were no doubt the chief sufferers by Presi-
dential disappointment, sud the defeat of the
latter was not onl.v'a crushing blow to himself,
but was keenlv fait bv hi frieuda whn v.r.
linked with him with bond, of pecnliar affecl
IIOll.

CASS AKD OTHERS.
Lewis Cass for mairv vears asnired to the '

Presidency, and in 1848 got the Democratic nom-
ination, but was beaten by Taylor, whoso ma-
jority, bowever.'was only 36 votes. Tboiuaa II.
ueuton was another aspirant, bnt never reached
the dignity of a nomination. Stephen A. D.mg-la- s

pursued tbe Presidential bubble for many
years. He sacrificed to this tbe peace of a na-
tion by destroying the Missouri Compromise, and
the result was a cruel war. Seldom has greater
misery followed ambition. John C. Fremont,
although defeatist by Buchanan, can hardly ba I

viewed as a disappoiuted man, for his nomina-
tion was totally uneiected, and his election
was beyond hope. Wintield Scott, however,
was a great sufferer; having the example of
Jackson aud Taylor before him, he naturally
supposed his military achievements would en-su-

bim an election. In this he was grievously
mistaken, for he bail only ii votes, while Pierce
bad 254. Scott indeed onlv carried four States.
and bis defeat terminated the Whig party, as
noble an element in the American politics as it (

ever contained. j

SEWARD.
One of tbe most important of our disappointed

candidates, was William H. Seward, lie was
one of the founders of tbo Republican party, aud
was its strongest advocate in the Senate. Under
these circumstances, both he and his frieuds con-- '
sidered his claims to party support paramount
to all others.

The New York delegation at tbe Chicago Con-
vention in 1860 made a prodigious effort to pro-
cure his nomination. So confidently did they
expect success, tbat a large portrait in oil of Mr.
Seward was iu readiness to float before the Con-
vention as soou as bis nomination should he an-
nounced. Tho portrait never was exhibited.
Mr. Seward's nephew, who brought It to the
Convention, took it back with him, and such
was his disappointment at tbe result, tbat he
died on his return joarney, and was bronght
home in his coffin.

OEEKLKY.
Four years ago at this time, Greeley was on

his death-bed- , hia last days being clonded by
tho vagaries of a bewildered intellect. In many
respects this solemn event recalls tbe grand ti- - I

naie in iar, ms last thought being on bis chil-
dren, or rather that one who was the special fa-

vorite. Greeley was tbe most utterly defeated
of all Presidential candidates, for he lost his life
in the contest whose struggle, were so intensi-
fied by domestic misfortune. Although coming
in the record of ill success, Mr. Greeley was not
so much disappointed as he was sacrificed. He
hardly expected the offlce at first, and after tbe
campaign realty set In, be abandoned all nope.
For three months b e labored assiduously for a
cause which bo knew was to be defeated. He
also knew that those who claimed to be bis
friends were doing all in their power to destroy
him. He was the greatest sacrifice ever mado
to political expediency. Little indeed conld he
have dteamed of the result, when he took the
tint step which led to the final and fatal error.

THE MOSl'MEST.

Horace Greeley is the only unsuccessful Presi
dential candidate that is buried in Greenwood
Cemetery. Hi. character, however, is so grand, j
that the Presidency could have added no honor
He was great even to sublimity in thi. point, n

that he loved truth and labored for mankind
Tbe monument over his grave is one or respect-
able character, but all that really Is wanted is
tbe name of Greeley. Tbe thought that strikes
one at such a place is bow little there i of such
a man that can die. Greeley has stamped his
impress on the journalism of America, aud also
on its national character. Ho lives with the fall
power of a grand destiny, which has at last tri-
umphed after a life of conflict. Gneley was for
weeks previous to the election conscious of the
fraud practiced on him. He knew that sucli
men as Dana and bis associates men who were
capable of auy degree of perfidy were using
fair winds to bis face, when they ;ere stabbing
bim behind his back. Conld he now return to
life, what satisfaction it would ufford him to see
the Tribute battling for the right as in the olden
time. This, indeed, through the whole cam-
paign, ha been one of the most cheering spec-
tacles wituesard by

The k.MCKEiiBOCKr.n Brothers.

BOANOKB.
A Tieil ta Jaba Kaaaalph'e Old Plaatatlaa.

John Randolph's old Roanoke plantation, says
a correspondent of tbe Springfield Hepubtican, is
now owned by Jndge Boiildiug. of thi Snprem
Bench of the State. Tbe residence is situated in
au oak grove, with an exposure to the south and
west, fronting and overlooking tbe valley. In
1810, when Randolph first came there to live, he
called it "a savage solitude;" but be hardly
ever wearied of bis beautiful oaks. He allowed
the underbrush to grow at will, and never trim-
med tbe trees. During his absence, the over-
seer cut away from a tree before bis house a
limb which brushed against a window. Ou bis
return he asked the reason, and being informed,
replied, "why didn't yon more tbe bouse, sirT"
Tbe old English baron, of fendal times were his
ideals. His borne, however, was a low cottage
house, which has disappeared, though hi. sum-
mer residence nearby is still standing. He
drove in a coach and four, where it was possible,
upon hi. nnmerons journey.. His slaves were
always well treated. No grain was ever sold
from off Mr. Randolph's laud. He always aaid
that his blacks should raise what was needed on
the plantation, bnt no more. Finally, in his
will, be made provision, for freeing them all,
three hundred in number. He had been unal-
terably opposed to tbe Missouri Compromise, by
which the domain of slavery was restricted; he
bad npheld the divine right of slavery through
evil report and good report; and yet in bis will
occur these words: "I give and bequeath to all
my slaves their freedom, heartily regretting that
I hare been the owner of one." Farther than
this, he provided for the purchase of 4000 acres
of land, to be given to these freed .laves. Those
who remember Mr. Randolph, say that be never
baved. He bad an extremely thin, but very-swee-

t

and dear voice. Once when in England,
he made an engagement Iodine with a certain
nobleman, but subsequently, receiving an invi-
tation for the same time from Miss Edgewortb,
tbe author, be accepted the latter, aud after-
ward apologized to the nobleman by ssying,
"The woman tempted me. and I did est."

Tbe Cleveland Plainiemler, on the Oregon Til-
den vote, says. "You can't go- - behind tha Gov-
ernor." Tbe Governor will be glad to hear it.
Nothing else conld have saved him from being
kicked over th Rocky Mountain. 0io State
Journal.

It is related that daring a recent pnblie wel-
come to Gen. Butler, Bangor, Me, there was
stretched across street a flag bearing tbe mot-
to : "Welcome to Gn. Bntler, tha Hero of Five
Forks,' and God knows bow many poons.''

Hjcsx are some classic names of towns in th
"pocket" of Indiana: Crowb.it. Gabtown, Lick-akill- et,

Folkpatch, Buckskin, Bear and Charge,
Shoestring, Babytown, Shanghai, Stretebet.

Eobest Bcebettx i. the name of the fanny
man of tbe Burlington Hawkeye.

Tax nausea In flsnn ni nenslid br Byron
has beca barned.

WHOLE NUMBER, 1,016.

OvTBLAKD.
sr ainxn a. snxxr.
IAia "am."lOn onr CeatennUI height.

Warm love and proud delight
FUlerery breast!

Blessings, all round, we meet iPraise, with thy anthems, greet!
Aortb to tbe South repeat!

East to the West f

Where apreada the peopled earth.Foreboding Freedom's birth.
Our bright flag glows-R- ed,

fur our battle-sign- ;
White, for our peace benign;
Sura, for our Slates la twins;

Stripes for our foe.
Broad amilea our lofty Land,
Each aide an ocean grand;

Snows linked to flowers.As ear flag bleode 11 dree,
Su eoos ef Jinrnt skire
FuiS a flirri hone to prit

In our Tree bowers.

To II HI nil bend the kneel
Shall not tbe future see

Greater our clime I
Vaster our tiring ride.
Harvests aud hsnn allied.
Knowledge apread far and wide,

Tilllateat Timet

IrVem tkt ToUda Btadt.1

TIIB .VAUBVLETTEBl.

rTaefc7a Psala af Wae-.l- tr. Nasby Realties'e Ofaecracr la Basted, and ladals- -
,?.."Wa,e'-TM- ' " W"l "wet. BatUe Rati far MfsM-lr- , aaet Will Bat tboFrail ar llie Own Later.

Visterday I appinted the follerin be chantid in
the meetin-hoiis-

sauuvwo!
We are busted 1

Floridy, Loosiauer, South Kerliny !
In Vans Wmlf. Hnnmlnn rn.l tl,.. n.111. t.!- -

rifle clubs; in vane niggers wug killed, and in
vane did we keep em away from the poles.

We didn't keep quite enuff n v em away, for
sum ur tue cusses managed to vote, and ther
votin wnz onr detb.

We bull-doze- em iu vaue, for our bnll-dozi- n

didn't go fur ennff.
The wind that blowetb from the South Is a

bitter wind and chilly, and its sound to ns is a
sigh.

Oregon is a slite hope, but the Republiktn Sen-- it

will bust that,
Beiu bustid is our normal condish.n.
1 bev endoored more bustiu than falls to tho

lot nv man, and I sigh for a change.
Floridy wnz our persimmon, and we leached

for it, but our pole wuzn't loug enuff.
In vane we coontid dabble in vaue we kept

out returns; the Radikels scooped ns.
And Looisiauer, wo i. us, will be returned for

Haze, wich settles our hash.
We held out three aces, but Kellogg held four

kings yea, aud he cood her played Ave, f they
bed bin needed aud he rakes the pot.

Uv wat avale is it to kill niggers, and keep em
away from tbe poles, ef we are not allowed to
count tbe Parishes wberin we did It f

We do the wickiduis, and are swindled ont nr
onr reward tberfor.

We killed a thonsand nigger, in the South.
And ez we git nothin by it, it i. a grate waste

nv nigger.
Troo, we bed the fun nv it, bat we are not in

condishn to do things for fun.
We spent a million nr shekels on Noo York,

and got a majority nv 30,000,
hev dun ez well.

Why didn't we scatter tbem votes In Wisconsin
and Floridy, and smite the enemies nv reform t

Tbe Irish votid vimreronslr. and tha reneetera
wnz faithful, but we pat em in tbe rong place.

Like meesles, reform repeaters need to be scat-
tered.

We are bein turned out to grass, while our en-
emies is beiu .tall-fed- .

Tbe postofllses, tbe custom-house- the collec-temhip- s,

wich we yerned after, are ez fur from
us ez they wuz a year ago.

we got near enutr to smell nv em, and the
""" 'h""' enrages ns.

T.h" "" ,a,,e uloo1. uo' ue ,,,..,
v it.
We hevn't got a ta.te, but the smell that we

did git set. ua crazy, and we nosh our teeth.
Mourn, Keutncky, for the nigger will .till be

free.
Weep, yo daughter, ur Kentucky, for yoo will

.till hev to dresa yooraelves and wash yoor own
clothes, or pay for doin tbe same, tbe samo es
other peeple do.

Mourn, oh, ye sons nv the South, for ye will
till yoor feelds, or ye will pay for the tillla nv em,
or they will grow up to the jlmson.

Tbe nigger will .wet, but be will .wet for bis-sel- f,

and will eat tbe froot uv his own laber.
He won't le a slare, and ez he will hev courts,

his labor will ye not smonge him ont ur.
The carpet bagger will possess the laud, and

he will bild factnes, and shops, aud skooli, and
be will go to Congri aud tba Legislacber.

And the South will becnm even as Massychoo.-it- .
is, yea worse, for tbe soil t better; and the

carpit-bagg- will have a better show for hi.
laber.

The plesant note uv the revolver aud the mu-
sic nv the shot-gu- n will no more be heenl in all
the land, and ther will he bangin for murder.

The shivelry will hev-t- laber fir Ins bred, or
fill his stumick with clay.

Ther will be no more draw-poke- r. nor pint
yooker quarter racin will be not, for wber 1.
the stamps cumin from, ef we are deprived nv
our laber.

Kin we raise another rebelyuuf Not any.
For tbe South hez bed bi. belly full uv fitin.

We wood Cte, bnt the Northern Dimocri.y
darent, aud tbe Southern Dimocriay don't want
to.

We kin pass resoloosheus, and bowl, but reeolv-i- n

and borrlin won't give n. tbe postoillse, and
wat i. a gnverment without them f

Bascom's will be deserted, and the grass will
grow on the path. Ieadin therto.

For without tbe offlses, out nv wich to gather .
shekels, how are we to pay for that wich com-

forts nsf
Bascom will look at bis books, and the teen nr

wo will .treem down hi. cheeks.
For be will say, Naaby owetb me this, and m

that, and Issaker, herin a stronger const!-tooshe- n,

more than both.
Lo, these yeers her I furni.bt em with suste-

nance, and now when my bar! U empty, the last
chance nr gittin em filled is gone forever.

And ther is no hope uv bildin up another trade,
for the nigger postmaster don't drink, and the
nigger farmers waste ther rnonry on good, at
Pollock'.

He will foreclose on tbe Deekin, and Issaker
will be sell ont, snd they will perish from the
fscei nr the ertb.

And be wood levy onto me, only I ain't got
nothin to levy onto, baUeloojv.

And all this wnz becoz we didn't kill euuff nig-
ger.!

Our walls is tore down, and oar strong places
i. made desolate.

Ez for me, my aind ia made op. I ibel quit
poly tics, and shel go into filanthropy.

I wood go onto the hlway.bnttbersin'tmoney
enuff in tbe Corners to bay me s revolver.

Mymisben bencef.rtb will he to collect fands
among Northern Dimocrat to establish a hospi-

tal for decayed Kedtnckians wicb expected
nnder Tilden. I shel appeal foramill-yn- n,

and ef ther is tnf bowels into them, they
111 ww.rw,.i i:i.iir I shel nresent myself ei a

sample, and ef my wobegone face don't fetch em,
tney must bev nana ut ."...

PzTBOtmr T. Nssb rf

Bcbuxgtox Maicleje: Parliament at its last
session cut down Queen Victoria allowance to
'taoyd per day, and tbe poor old girl .pend. her
boars sitting with fashion nisgaxioela her lap,
aud holding an old dress in each hand, wonder-
ing bow she'ean contrive to make one new one
oot of tbe two. Heaven help the poor.

AQrrxCT architect wants to know if that
South Carolina Betarnlng Board, of which be
has heard so mneb, is palmetto or pine.

Walt WBrrxA is wilting a poem to Tom
Paine. Happily for Tom, be is dead, and won't
bare to read It.


